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INTRODUCTORY ADVERISEMENT.. 


TN» the following trifle may poſſibly appear obſcure to 

thoſe who are unacquainted with the place Where 

the principal ſcene of action is laid, it will be neceſſary 

to premiſe that there is a tradition, and it is indeed de- 
livered by authors of credit, that the abbey of Whitby, on 

the north coaſt of Yorkſhire, was ruined during the de- 
predations of the Danes in that diſtrict, by thoſe plun- 
derers, under the command of Inguar and Hubba, who 
brought with them that famous ſtandard. on which was 
embroidered a golden raven, the work of their tiſters, 
and revered by all the Danes as the Palladium of their 
ſecurity. About this period the ſtory is ſuppoſed to com- 
mence ;. the ſucceeding incidents are all fictitious, and 
were dictated to the author, in ſome meaſure, by the ro- 
mantic ſituation of the abbey (magnificent in ruin) 
which ſeemed exceedingly proper for ſuch events. Fan- 
cy ſupplied the reſt, as the frequent avocations of more 
ſerious duties would permit ; and the piece itſelf is now 
ſubmitted to the public as an early eſſay of an inexperi- 
enced writer---rendered, however, more accurate by the- 
kind corrections of ſome judicious friends ; to whom the 
author is proud to acknowledge his obligations. It may 
perhaps be neceſſary to add, that Edelfleda (mentioned 
in the firſt ſtanza) is ſaid by Cambden, to have been the 
daughter of Oſwin, king of Northumberland, and to have 
reſided in the abbey. of Whitby, after enlarging and 
further endowing it. Its firſt foundation was laid by St. 


Hilda, the ſiſter of king Edwin, mentioned in the ſame 
verſe, 


May, 1778. 
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Hee novimus eſſe nibil. 


HER mayſt thou reſt, my ſiſter dear, 
Securely here ab ide; 

Here royal Edelfleda liv d. 

Here pious Hilda died. * 


* 


Here peace and quiet ever d well 
* Here fear no rude alarm ; 
Nor here is heard the trumpet's ſound, 


Nor here the din of arms. 


— 


B | With 


 ATHELGIV A. 


With voice compos'd and look ſerene, 
(Whilft her ſoft hand he preſs'd) 
The maid, who trembled on his arm, 
' Young Edwy thus addreſs d. 
Blue gleam d the ſteel in Edwy's hand, 
The warrior's veſt he bore : 
For now the Dane, by Hubba led, 
Had ravag'd half the ſhore. 


His ſuramons at the abbey gate, 
The ready porter hears ; 

And ſoon in veil and holy garb, 

The abbeſs kind appears. 


- © O take this virgin to thy care, _ 
Good angels be your guard; 
* Andmay the ſaints in Heaven above, 


That pious care reward. 


For 


LESS 


AT HELLO by 


For we by fierce barbarian bands, 
* Are driven from our home ; 

And three long days and nights forlorn, 
* The dreary waſte we roam. 


But I muſt go---theſe towers to ſave: 
* Beneath the evening ſhade 

I haſte to ſeek earl Oſrick's power, 
And call lord Redwald's aid. 


He ſaid - and turn d his ready foot ; 
The abbeſs nought replies; 

But with a look that ſpoke her grief, 
To Heaven upcaſt her eyes. 


Then turning to the ſtranger dame, 
O welcome to this place; 

For never Whitby's holy fane 

Did fairer maiden grace. 


fs. And 


ATHELGOIVA. 


And true ſhe ſaid---for on her cheek 
Was ſeen young beauty's bloom, 


Tho' grief with flow and waſting ftealth, _ 


Did then her prime conſume. 


Her ſhape was all that thought can frame, £2 


Of elegance and grace; 


And Heav'n the beauties of her mind: 


Reflected in her fac. 


My daughter, lay afide thy fears,” 
Again the matron cried ; 
No Daniſh raviſhers come here---" 

Again the virgin ſighed. 


The abbeſs ſaw, the abbeſs knew. 

T was love that-ſhook her breaſt ;- 

And thus, in accents ſoft and mild, | 
The mournful maid addreſt. 


ATHELGIVA. 


My daughter dear, as to thy friend 


Be all thy « cares confeſt ;, 
I ſee tis love diſturbs thy mind, 
And with to give thee reſt. 


* 
99 


— 


© But hark ! 1 hear the veſper bell, a 


Now ſummons us to prayer 3. - 


TFhat duty done, with needful ſood. 
* Thy waſted ſtrength repair. 


But now the pitying mournful muſe 
Of Edwy's hap ſhall tell; 

And what amid his nightly wall 

That gallant youth beſel. 


For journeying by the bank of Efk - 
| He took his lonely way; DI 
And now thro! ſhowers'of driving rain: 
His erring footſteps ſtray..'!! - 1 | 
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ATH ELG IVA. 


At length from far, a glimm ' ting ligt 
Trembled among the tree 

And ent' ring ſoon a moſs- built hut, 
An holy man he ſees. 


0 father, deign à luckleſs youth 


This night with thee to ſhield ; 
C I am no robber, tho my arm 
© This deadly weapon wield.” 


Il fear no robber, ſtranger, here, 


For I have nought to lbſe;. - | 
And thou may ſt ſafely thro the night, 
In this poor cell repoſe. | 


And thou art welcome to my hut,” 
The holy man replied; | 

© Still welcome here is he; whom fate 
Has left without a guide. 


ATHELGIV A, 


* Whence and what art thou, gentle youth? 


The noble Edwy faid, 
Il go to rouſe earl Oſrick's power, 
And ſeek lord Redwald's aid. | 


My father is a wealthy lord, 

* Who now with Alfred ftays ; ; 
And me he left to guard his ſeat, 
* Whilſt he his duty pays. 


A 


But vain the hope---in dead of night 
* The cruel ſpoiler came ; 

And o'er each neighb'ring caftle threw 
* The wide-devouring flame. 


To ſhun its rage, at early dawn, 
] with my ſiſter fled; 

And Whitby's abbey now affords 
A ſhelter to her head. | 


ATHELGIVA 


< Whilt I to haften promis d aids, 
© Range wildly thro the night, 

© And, with.impatient WY expect 
5 The morning's friendly light ; 


Thus Edwy ſpoke ; ud wond' ring, gaz „5 
Upon his hermit hoſt. 
For in his form beam'd man y grace, 


Vntouch d by age's froſt. 


The hermit ſigh” a, * thus he ſaid; 
* Know, there was once a day, 


« This tale of thine would fire my heart, 
* And bid me Join thy way. 


But luckleſs love dejedts my ſoul, 


* Andcaſts my ſpirits down ; 
* Thou ſeeſt the wretch of woman's pride, | 


, Of follies not my own. 


: | * Tonce 
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ATHELOGI VA. 


I once amid my ſovereign's train 
Was a diſtinguiſh'd youth, 

But blighted is my former fame 
By Sorrow 's cankering tooth. 


When Etheldred the crown did hold, 
I to this diſtrict came; 
And then a fair and matchleſs maid. 


* Firſt rais'd in me a flame. 


Her father was a noble lord 
Of an illuftrious race, 
Who, join'd to ruſtic honeſty, 


© The courtier's gentle grace, 


"Twas then I told my artleſs tale, 


By love alone inſpir d; 


For never was my honeſt ſpeech 
In flattering guiſe attir'd, 


C 


— 


ATH ELOGIVA. 


At firſt ſhe heard, or ſeem'd to hear 
The voice of tender love; 


j | * But ſoon, the fickleſt of her ſex, 
f | Did ſhe deceitful prove. 


N 


She drove me ſcornful from her ſight, 
* Rejected and diſdain'd ; 8 
In vain did words for pity plead, 


—— 
* 
* 


In vain my looks complain d. 


_—_— * — x 
— — 
* 
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How could that breaſt which pity fill d. 
Ever relentleſs be? 122 1 
Ho could that face which ſmil d on all, 


Have ever frowns for me? 


8 


A 


Since that fell hour, I in this cell 

Have liv d recluſe from man; 

And twice ten months have paſs d, ſince I 
* The hermit's life began. 


** 


O ſtain 


ATHELO TVA. 11 


0 ftain to honour ! Edwy eryd; 
O foul diſgrace to arms! 
What, when thy country claims thy aid, 
And ſhakes with war's alarms ! 


Canſt thou, inglorious, here remain, 
And ſtrive thyſelf to hide; 

Aſſume the monkiſh coward liſe, 
All for a woman's pride? 


With louder voice and warmer look, 

His hermit hoſt rejoin'd : 
« Thinkft thou, vain youth, the chains of fear 
Could here a warrior bind? | 


Know, boy, thou ſeeſt Hermanric here; 
© Well vers'd in war's alarms ; | 

© A name once not unknown to fame, 
Nor unrenown'd in arms. 
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AT HE LGIVA. 


0, Athelgiva! (yet too dear) 
Did I thy danger know ; 

* Yet would I fly to thy relief, 
And cruſh th' invading foe.” 


With fluſter'd cheek, young waa turn' d 


At Athelgiva's name; 
And, © Gracious powers ! it muſt be hel 
He cries, * it is the ſame l 


I know full well, I have not now 
More of thy tale to learn; 

I heard this morn, e'er from the wave 
« You could the ſun diſcern. 


My ſiſter loves thee, gallant youth, 
Buy all the ſaints on high! 

She wept laſt night, when thy hard fate 
* She told with many ſigh. 


c Forg ive 


ATHELGIVA. 13 


Forgive her then, and in her cauſe 
* Thy limbs with ſteel infold : 
Was it not Ardolph's daughter, ſay, 
Who late thy heart did hold? 


* * 


, 


X 
- 


It was, it was! Hermantic cried ; 


I heard her brother's name; 


Tis ſaid he was a gallant youth, | 
Who ſought abroad for fame. 


Then Edwy ſprang to his embrace, 

And claſp'd him to his breaft 1 
And thou ſhalt be my brother too, — _ 
He ſaid, and look d the reſt. 


But now let honour fill thy mind, 
He love's ſoft laws obey d; 
« Tis Athelgiva claims thy ſword, 
* 'Tis ſhedemands thy aid. | 


ATHELGIVA. 


She with impatient anxious heart, 
* Expects my quick return ; 
* And till again ſhe ſees me ſafe, 
The hapleſs maid will mourn. 


© Then let us fly to ſeek theſe chiefs, 
Who promis d aid to ſend ; 

© Earl Oſrick was my father's gueſt, 
* Lord Redwald is my friend.” 


Hermanric ſaid, * Firſt let us go 


I To chear yon drooping maid ; 


© Again I'll wear my canker'd arms, 
Again I'll draw my blade.” 


Then from a corner of the cell 
His claſhing arms appear ; 

But when he mark'd the growing ruſt, 
The warrior drop'd a tear, 


ATHELGIVA. 1 5 


Then forth they went---Hermanric knew 
Each pathway of the wood ; 

And ſaſe before the abbey gate 

At break of day they ſtood. 


Now ſleep the wearied maiden's eyes 
At length had kindly ſeal'd, 
When at the gate the wand'ring knights 


Returning day reveal'd, 


© Quick call the abbeſs, Edwy ſaid, 
To him who kept the door, 
Who watch'd and pray'd the live-long night, - 


A pious prieſt and poor. 


The abbeſs came, with inſtant haſte ; 
Th' alarming bell was rung ; 
And from their matted homely beds 
The ſainted virgins ſprung. 


ATHELGIV A. 


i 


Fair Athelgiva firſt the dame, 


Soft ſpeaking, thus addreſt: 
My daughter, an important call 
* Commands me break thy reſt. 


: Thy brother at the abbey gate, 


Appears with features glad; 
* And with him comes a ftranger knight, 


© In war-worn armour clad.” 


With falt ring ſtep and bloodleſs chees, 


Young Athelgiva went : 
Confuſion, ſhame, ſurprize and joy, 


At once her boſom rent. 


When in the ſtranger knight ſhe ſaw 
Hermanrick's much-lov'd face ; | 
Whilſt he, by gen'rous love impell'd, 
| Ruſh'd to her fond embrace. 


Vain 


- 


ATHELGIVA, or 


Vain would the muſe attempt to paint 
What Joy the lover knew, | 

Who found his long diſdainful maid 
At once fair; kind, and true. 


Then Edwy, while intranc'd in bliſs, 
The happy pair remain'd, 
Recounted o er the tale how he 


Hermanric loſt regain'd. 


But ſoon, alas! too ſoon, was heard, 
To damp their new-form'd joys, 

The groan - of death, the ſhout of war, 
And battle's mingled noiſe: ba! 


* 


For up the hill, with eager Hase; 
A breathleſs courier came ; 17, oh 
He cries, © Prepare for dire alarm. 

And ſhun th approaching flame. © 
I Fierce 
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Fierce Hubba landing on the beach, 
* Now drives our feeble band 1:1 
Who, far too few to ſtop his force, 
Fly o'er the crimſon'd ſand,” 
What anguiſh fill'd the maiden's breaft, 
What rage the lover knew, 
When looking down the ſteepy hill, 
They found the tale was true. 


Each warlike youth then graſp'd his ſpear. 
The trembling damſel ſaid, | 

O where is now Earl Oſrick's power, 
And where Lord Redwald's aid? 


1 Alas, alas! the abbeſs cries, 
Far as my ſight is borne, 
© I cannot ſee the ruddy croſs, 
Nor hear Earl Oſrick's horn. 


Stern 


ba, 
I + 
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ATHELGOHWVA . » 


Stern Hubba now to direful deeds 
Impell'd his ſavage crew; 
And o'er the blood-empurpled ftrand 
The golden raven flew. | 
0 Behold,” he cries, and waves his lance, 
© Where yon proud turrets riſe; 
Ol thoſe who prove war's glorious toll, 
Let beauty be the prize. A 


© There gold and beauty both are found, 
Then follow where I lead; 

And quickly know you have not fought oe 
For honour's empty meed.' 


He ſaid : and preſs'd to gain the hill. 
His ſhouting train purſue ; 
And, fir'd by hopes of brutal joys, 
Behold the prize in view. 
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ATHELGETVA. 


Young Edwy mark'd their near approach, 
And ruſh'd t oppoſe their way: 

Nor did, with equal ardor fir d, 
| Behind Hermanric ftay. | 


Like mountain boars, the brother chiefs 
On Denmark's warriors ftew-; 

And thoſe who held the foremoſt ranks, 
Their fury overthrew. 


Soon, pierc'd by Edwy's fatal lance, 
Lay valiant Turkil here; 
There Hardicanute bit the duſt, 
Beneath Hermanrick's ſpear. 
But vain is courage, ftrength or ſkill, 
When two oppoſe an hoſt; 
A dart, with ſure and deadly aim, 
At Edwy Hubba toſt. 


ATHELGCIVA 
His ſiſter, who, o'erpower'd by grief, 

; Had fainted on the floor, 
Recover'd by the matron's care, 

Now ſought the abbey door. 


When on the fated carnag'd ſpot 

She caſt her weeping eyes; 
O blefled Mary cries the maid, 

My brother bleeds and dies. 


Then forth ſhe ran and gain'd the place ; 
Where, preſs'd by crowds of foes, 


Hermanrick ſtood- the ſhades of death -- __ 


Her brother's eyelids cloſe. 


The furious Dane nor pity knew, 
Nor ſtay d his vengeful arm; 
Nor aught avails that heavenly face, 

Which might a tiger charm. 
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ATHELGIVA. 
Firſt on th' unguarded chief he ruſh'd, 
And bore him to the ground; 
The helpleſs damſel's plaint of woe 


In war's loud ſhout is drown d. 


She ſaw Hermanrick's quiv ring lip, 
She mark'd his rolling eye 


She faints, ſhe falls ; before her ſight 
Death's viſions dimly fly. 


And, O thou dear and much · ox d __ 


The dying virgin cried ; 


« Howeeer in life I wrong d thy truth, 
Vet true with thee I died. 


She ſpoke no more- Even Hubba ſelt 
The force of love ſincere; 
Then firſt his breaſt confeſs d the ſigh, 
Then firſt his cheek the tear. 
And 


RY ATHELOUVA.: : „„ 


* And, O my friends, the rage of war, 
He cries, © awhile forbear ; 
And to their weeping kindred ſtraight, 
| © Theſe breathleſs bodies bear. 


* Or fear the wrath of Powers Divine---' 
Nor could he further ſay ; 3 
But quickly, with diſorderd march, 
Bent to his ſhips his way. 
For how was heard Earl Ofrick's lea, — * 
Shrill ſounding thro the dale; t 1 
And now Lord Redwald's ruddy croſs = 
Was waving to the gale. FL 


His tardy aid Earl Oſrick brought 
Too late, alas | to ſave; 
And far beyond th' avenging ſword 
The Dane now rode the wave. 


Grief 


ATHELGIVA 


Grief ſeiz'd the warrior's heart, to ſee 


In duft young Edwy laid ; 
And ftretch'd by brave Hermanrick's fide 
Fair Athelgiva dead, 


But on the holy croſs he ſwore, 


A brave revenge to take, 
On Denmark's proud and bloody ſons, 
For Athelgiva's ſake. 


This vow in Kenwuth's glorious field. 
The gallant carl did pay; 


; When Alfred's better ftar prevail * 


And England had her day. 


That day the Dane full dearly ns 
The price of lovers' blood : 

That day in Hubba' 8 cloven mh 
The Saxon javelin ſtood. 


Py 
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The bodies of the hapleſs three 
A ſingle grave contains; 

And in the choir, with dirges due, 
Are laid their cold remains. 


Lord Ardolph on his children's tomb 
Inſcrib'd th' applauding verſe; 
And long the monks, in Gothic rhyme, 
© Their ſtory did rehearſe. 


And often pointing to the ſkies, 
The cloiſter d maids would cry; 
Jo thoſe bright realms, in bloom of youth, 
Did Athelgiva fly. | _ 
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